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None - one shot 


"The young girl screamed with terror as she was dragged towards the giant pie dish. The ogre laughed evilly 
and threw her into the pie, along with the other girls". Kirks' eyes gleamed and the firelight rose up, 
illuminating his face with an orange glow. Lars gasped and nearly dropped the stick with his marshmallow on 


into the fire. 


Metallica were camping in the forest and after a busy day fishing and exploring the woodlands, they had 
settled down in front of the campfire for an hour of toasted marshmallows and spooky stories, courtesy of 


Kirk. They were enjoying themselves very much..well all but one of them. 

"Then the ogre lit the oven and red flames flickered within’, Kirk continued. Lars giggled as if he was on helium 
gas. Cliff grinned in a lazy way and took a drag of his joint. James grabbed the neck of his beer bottle tightly, 
his knuckles turning white. 


‘Oh man! Where the fuck do you drag up that crazy shit from?" Cliff laughed. 


| dont know but shut up, Kirk James thought. Shut the fuck UP! 


"| have a fertile mind’, Kirk replied in an innocent tone. 
Fertile mind? What the fuck? That's what he tucking calls it! 


"Kirk, you're a great storyteller!" Lars chirped. James felt the neck of the beer bottle grow wet from his 
sweaty palm, sliding down towards his leg. He gripped it tighter. 


Stories! Thanks motherfucker, | didn’t wanna sleep tonight anyway, 
James got to his feet. "Going for a piss", he muttered. 


Lars and Kirk giggled drunkenly. James stalked off, vanishing into the gloom. Cliff glanced after him thoughtfully. 


Then after a couple of minutes, he stood up too. 
"Don't nick my beer, assholes", he said to Kirk and Lars. 
"Why, where are you going?" Kirk asked but Cliff had already vanished into the gloom. 


Cliff soon found James, standing on the edge of a clearing. His head was drooping and his hands clenched into 


fists. Cliff went over to him and patted his shoulder. 

"Hey Jamie", he said. 

James gasped and whipped round quickly. Seeing Cliff there, he seemed to relax. 
"Uh, its you? For a minute, | thought it was Kirk!" 

"Nah, just me. You mad at Kirk, dude?" 

James shrugged. "Not mad, no. | just thought it was him trying to freak me out". 


"| dunno about that", said Cliff with a bit of a grin. "I've left him and Lars alone so probably by now, both of 


them are making out" 

"Ha, that wouldn't surprise me", James snorted. 
"Uhuh! Anyway, are you OK, dude?" 

"Yeah", said James at once. 


Cliff was silent for a minute. James was staring; his eyes turned towards the inky sky above but his mind was 


far away. 


"You not OK, are you?" Cliff finally said. 


James shrugged and opened his mouth a couple of times, as if he wanted to speak but nothing was coming out. 


Then suddenly, it all burst free. 

"IFs Kirk and his fucking stories! | can't fucking stand it, Cliff. Every time we go camping, he tells ‘em and 
every time it fucks me up". James’ pupils were dilated; his body held rigid. "I know, | know. They aint real. It's 
just stories. My mind should know that but stuff happens inside my head and | can't fucking turn it of fl" 
Cliff reached out and embraced James; holding his skinny body close. He could feel the younger guy trembling. 
"Is OK dude", he said. "Kirk can get.pretty carried away". 

James put his head on Cliffs shoulder. 


"| know Cliff but.it aint real. I'm dumb. l'm too fucking sensitive". 


"Hey man, there's nothing wrong with being sensitive", said Cliff and he began to rub James’ back. "It means 


you're a nice guy. You care about people". 

James scowled. "Geez Cliff, you're making me sound like a fucking hippie!" 

"An what's wrong with being a hippie?" Cliff asked innocently. 

Suddenly James laughed. Not a scared laugh but one of real amusement and..was it relief? 
Cliff smiled and patted James’ shoulder. 

"That's it Jamie, laugh your troubles away", he said. 

James nodded and smiled weakly, slowly coming out of the darkness inside his head. 

"Yeah, we're together, huh Cliff? Nothing can beat us when we're together!" 


"Nothing at all", said Cliff. He fistbumped James. "Those motherfuckers better watch out. James and Cliff have 


got their asses!" 
James grinned; his long hair falling over his eyes. 


"So, shall we head back to camp now?" Cliff suggested. "It's getting chilly out here and | fancy some more 


booze". 


"Uhuh, sure", said James. Cliff made to start walking but James hesitated. 


"What is it Jamie?" Cliff asked. 
"Um, well." James flushed. "You won't tell Lars and Kirk, will ya?" 


"Not a word", said Cliff. "And if they ask, I'll tell em that we both drank so much beer, we've been pissing all 
this time". 


James laughed again, his eyes shining. 

"You're crazy, Cliff, you know that?" 

"I sure do! Right, you ready to go back now?" 

"Almost", said James, pausing again. 

"Yeah?" Cliff waited patiently, not rushing James at all. 
"Um..what if | have nightmares?" James mumbled. 

Cliff smiled at James and put his arm round his shoulders again. 


"Dude, we're sharing a tent, right? If you start to have a bad dream, I'll wake up and then I'll chase it away 
for youl" 


"Really?" said James hopefully. 
"Yep", said Cliff. He pointed up to the sky, where thousands of stars blazed 
"See that star formation that looks like a bow tie on its side, Jamie?" 
"Yeah, | can see it", said James, looking to where Cliff pointed 


"That's Orion’, said Cliff. "He's a great warrior. And I'll be like him.t'll be your warrior, James. If you dream 


about monsters, I'll protect you from them". 

James stared at Orion for a minute, a small smile on his face. Then he turned to Cliff. 
"Thanks buddy", he said. 

"No problem", Cliff replied. 


Then the two of them turned and walked back into the woods. 


The End 


